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searching eye up and down the narrow street, wonder-
ing which direction would lead me back to the hotel. A
shadow fell across my path.

"Beg pardon. Sir/' said a familiar whining voice in my
native tongue, "but I'm afraid you will have some
difficulty in finding your way out of the maze. May I
act as guide. Sir? Your hotel, Sir?"

I gave him the name.

"Yes, Sir, I know it, Sir. Will you allow me to
accompany you, Sir?" he asked apologetically.

A shudder crept over me. It was horrible to have this
slouching, ghostlike creature walking by my side,
noiselessly, as if on stockinged feet. My perception of the
gloom in the alleyways of the sailors' quarter, the mem-
ory of my recent experience, were spontaneously re-
placed by a state of confused reverie. I knew that my
companion's eyes still held the same meek expression,
that his lips still twitched nervously, that he wanted to
talk. But I did not wish to rouse myself from the inertia
of mind which enfolded me, in order to take any active
interest in the fellow. He hemmed, words choked in
his throat, and I felt a cruel pleasure in not coming to his
aid. Repulsion at the recollection of that dreadful
woman spread through me like a miasma, and I was
glad the man's shame should be wrestling with his
spiritual need for explanation. No, I did not help him;
but allowed a heavy curtain of silence to hang black and
awesome between us. My footsteps rang out clear and
youthful in contrast to his muffled and aged tread. The
tension between his soul and mine grew stronger every
minute. The silence became strident with unspoken
words. At last the string, stretched to breaking-point,
snapped, and he blurted out:

"You have . . . you have just witnessed a strange
scene, Sir, I beg you to forgive me, Sir, if I refer to it *..
but it must have appeared very peculiar to you, Sir, and
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